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that he had quite regained the natural buoyancy of his
spirits. " Life here," he wrote to his friend Thornton in
1861, "is uneventful, and feels like a perpetual holiday.
It is one of the great privileges of advanced civilisation,
that while keeping out of the turmoil and depressing
wear of life, one can have brought to one's door all that
is agreeable or stimulating in the activities of the outward
world, by newspapers, new books, periodicals, etc. It is,
in truth, too self-indulgent a life for anyone to allow
himself whose duties lie among his fellow-beings, unless,
as is fortunately the case with me, they are mostly such
as can be better fulfilled at a distance from their society,
than in the midst of it,"ional eloquence as
